128                           LONDON   RIVER

wondered if I had quite stopped his guarded flow,
he said no more. Then he addressed his eyeglass
to a panel of the partition, and flicked his gloves at
that.

" I had noticed for some days that little craft
lying near us, but gave her no attention. I had
sixteen men to attend to with complexions like
lemons, and one died. There was no time to
bother with other folk's troubles. Our skipper,
one breakfast-time, told me there was a woman
aboard that little thing, and he'd been asked
whether I'd go over. She was ill.

u I've seen some queer packets of misery at sea,
but never one that touched that ship. Her
skipper seemed a regular fool. I had to ask him
to speak up, for he mumbled like a boy who has
been caught out, and knows it is useless to pretend.
I learned from him that he was only just beginning
Ms voyage. You understindr^^^JHe was just
beginning it, there. He was going ujpMver, to a
point not on the chart. I cannot make out now
whether he wanted to put that woman ashore to
get home in comfort at the first opportunity* or
whether . * * It's impossible to say. One would
sooner believe the best of another man, with half